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sively giddy. It seems to me that my
candles are turning on my table. A sail,
intermingled with wrecks, is announced for
to-morrow, but it does not prevent me from
sleeping. I shall probably write to you from
some German inn. I learn with a great deal
of pleasure that you are lonesome. I pre-
dicted this to you.

CXVII.

BONN", September 18, 1846.
I HAVE been for six days in this beautiful
land of Rhenish Prussia, where civilization
is far advanced, except in the matter of -beet's,
which are always four feet long, while the
sheets are three feet long. I am leading a
German life; that is, rising at five and going
to bed at nine, after four meals. Until the
present time this mode of life agreed with
me well enough and it did not harm me to
do anything but open my mouth and my
eyes. Only the German women have be-
come horribly homely since my last visit. I
have not been pleased by the monuments
